SAFE CUSTODY

" Oh, my dear . . ."
Olivia gave a light laugh. Then she set her face
to the coach-house and made her way up to its
roof.
The order we found in the castle did my heart
good.
Lights were burning, a servant was at the front
door, Olivia's maid was waiting at the foot of the
stairs: fires were blazing in the gallery, footmen were
about their business, the dining-room table was laid.
Nor was that all. The bedrooms were swept and
garnished, the water was piping hot, and within half
an hour of our entry an excellent dinner was served.
There can be no doubt that, because he had but eight
men, the steward had had to make shift, yet this was
in no way apparent and nothing which could add to
our comfort seemed to have been left undone. Indeed,
I can only say that out of our tribulation we seemed
to have come into some Arabian Night.
At length the cloth was drawn and the servants
withdrew.
" And now/' said Olivia, " tell me. My uncle, of
course, has gone. I don't suppose he gave you his
blessing, but the terms upon which you parted would
interest me no end."
Seated upon her left hand, my cousin fingered
his glass.
" I fear they were bad," he said. " At half past
five, when the servants on foot had arrived, we visited
him in the stables, restored his watch and his purse
and advised him to make for the cross roads without
delay. We pointed out that his car would be there
at six. and that, since he had three miles to go, unless
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